124       THE "HEART'S DELIGHT"
I broke my leg, and a long dark night I spent in the sea in perilous plight; And I never before had occasion to think Of the ocean of water a man can drink.
"I love my King and him I will serve
With devoted heart and hand, But never again on the heaving main.
It must be on solid land. My King may command, or deign to implore,
And you, Sir Monk, may bend your knee, I never will leave my native shore
To sail again on the tipsy sea.
" You may split me slanting, across, or lengthwise, You may ravage my vitals or blast my eyes, You may strike me senseless, without and within, But this I swear, while the world doth spin That never again will I go afloat In any damn cockleshell tub of a boat."